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THE

DEATH AND DYING WORDS

OF

POOR  MAILIE,
THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE.

A n unco mournfu* Tale*

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither,
Were ae day nibbling on the tether,
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch,
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch:
There, groaning, dying, she did lie,
When Hughoc* he cam doytin by.

Wi'

* A neibor herd-callan.